was resting at the time, with a pillow under his head,
and the rum underneath the pillow. The shell burst
so close that the bottle was shattered and the pillow
torn to bits, but while several men round him were
wounded, Jem was only blown into a trench and
stunned. When he came to himself his first words
were: 'Is my dram of grog all right?7 An officer who
was standing near replied: 'I'm afraid not, my man.
But never mind, I'll give you one, since that's all
you care about.' Next morning Jem told Metcalfe
that, after that, he was sure he would never be
killed; but the same night his leg was shattered by a
roundshot. The surgeons amputated, but after great
suffering he died.
One day when Metcalfe was on outpost duty,
accompanied as usual by the dog Bustle, he and a
sergeant were keeping lookout from the loopholes
and firing an occasional shot at a party of the enemy
who were working on a trench outside. Metcalfe
had just fired his piece when a shell entered through
the loophole and burst on the wall behind him,
throwing up a shower of bricks and mortar. Down
went Metcalfe, with Bustle running about, barking
furiously, until he found him underneath a heap of
rubbish. The officer in charge shouted: 'Is there
anyone hurt?' The sergeant shouted back: *Yes? I
think young Metcalfe is killed.' At this moment
Metcalfe called out that he was safe and emerged
with nothing worse than scratches, but looking, as
he said, more like a miller than a soldier; indeed,
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